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INVITED— 
But Left Out 


In the mail one day Gretchen re- 
ceived a letter, and inside she found an 
invitation to a party at Naomi’s house the 
next Tuesday afternoon. 

She was so excited she could hardly eat 
or sleep, for everyone liked Naomi, and 
Gretchen had been hoping for a long time 
to be friends with her. 

At last the big day came. Gretchen put 
on her prettiest party dress, and ran almost 
all the way to Naomi’s house. 

Naomi welcomed her, and Gretchen 
noticed that there were nine children there 
altogether. Soon they began to play games. 
The first was to see who could take a bean 
across the lawn on the end of a straw fast- 
est. But, alas, there were only eight straws, 
and the other girls got them first. Gretchen 
was left out. 

She wasn’t too happy about it, but did 
her best to enjoy watching the others. Sud- 
denly Naomi gathered the eight girls in 


Gretchen stood sadly by herself, watching 
the others play. They had left her out. 










a group and whispered something to them. 
They all laughed, and ran off at top speed, 
into the house and up the stairs to Naomi’s 
bedroom. Gretchen didn’t know where they 
were going, and by the time she caught up 
with them, the bedroom door was closed, 
and she had to sit outside. 

She felt very sorry for herself now. Then 
the door opened and the girls poured out. 
“Time to eat,” announced Naomi. Gretchen 
hurried to the dining room with them. 
The food looked wonderful—but ther, 
were only eight chairs, and none of 
girls seemed to care that there wasn’t any 
place at the table for Gretchen. 

Poor girl. She broke down and cried. 
Then she ran to the door, but Naomi’s 
mother stopped her. “Where are you go- 
ing?” she asked. 

“I’m going home,” Gretchen sobbed, 
breaking away from the woman and dash- 
ing for the street. “Nobody wants me here. 
I don’t know why I was invited.” 

Poor Gretchen. I hope that story never 
really happened. But I heard once of a 
group of girls who did something very 
much like it. They went to Sabbath school, 
and when it was time for the opening 
prayer, they stood as their leader prayed, 
“Dear Jesus, please come and meet with us 
today.” 

When Jesus heard, He rushed right down 
to that Sabbath school, so glad to have been 
invited. He sat beside the girls—but they 
paid no attention to Him. They were whis- 
pering and giggling and showing pictures 
to one another. Presently, they got up, right 
in the middle of the mission story, and 
sat somewhere else, leaving Jesus behind. 

Jesus felt pretty bad about it. He hoped 
that during the lesson study they would 
make Him feel more welcome. But when 
classes separated for the lesson, the girls 
were so full of little jokes and other non- 
sense that Jesus gave up. Looking very sad, 
He slipped out of the Sabbath school room 
—and the girls didn’t know He had gone. 

Let’s not fool ourselves. If we want Jesus 


to meet with us in Sabbath school, we = 


be reverent and quiet. God says, “Reverenc 
my sanctuary” (Leviticus 26:2). 


Your friend, 


an Waar? 
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DUMPED IN 


ELUCTANTLY, almost grudgingly, Jo 
Ann looked at the alarm clock out of a 
half-opened eye. It didn’t seem possible that 
morning could have come so soon. But it had. 
And it was her turn to drive Father to work. 
She jumped up quickly and dressed. Father 
was just finishing his breakfast when she en- 
tered the kitchen. 

The Kent family lived three miles beyond 
the city limits, and there were no buses in 
those days. Very few families could afford 
a car. So each morning some member of the 
family took Mr. Kent to work in the buggy, 
if it was summer—or in the cutter, if there 
was snow on the ground. 





THE SNOW 


By BLANCHE CLYMER 


This morning Dan, the only boy in the 
family, hitched Tom to the cutter, ready for 
Jo Ann and her father. Outside it was crisp 
and frosty, and the snow was piled high along 
the sides of the road—an ideal morning 
for a cutter ride. 

Mr. Kent and Jo Ann settled themselves 
comfortably and pulled the heavy lap robe 
over their knees. Jo Ann took the reins, and 
with only a word to Tom, they were off. 
Tom, the two-year-old horse, was in fine 
fettle, and soon he was trotting down the 
road, the sleigh bells jingling merrily. 

Before long Jo Ann noticed Tom suddenly 

To page 19 


Suddenly Jo Ann and her father found themselves dumped in the snow, while the horse raced on. 
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WINGS OF FAITH 


"4 By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 





CHAPTER 9: SICKNESS IN THE NIGHT 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 

Emerson Chadwick, an orphan, had an unhappy boy- 
hood. After he left home he found work in a wood- 
working shop in Fabertown. He did well, and was 
highly thought of by everyone who knew him. How- 
ever, he was not a Christian. When he was twenty- 
one he began to keep company with Mary Winton, 
who insisted that he go to church. They were married, 
and set up housekeeping in a cozy brick home. They 
soon became friendly with their neighbors, a_ Mrs. 
McRae and her son Calvin. Em and Mary noticed that 
they knew their Bible remarkably well. 


JN THE back yard of the Chadwick home 
was a little brick building that used to be 
a milkhouse. Emerson fitted it up into a 
workshop. Along one side he built benches, 
and overhead were shelves for tools and 
drawers for screws and nails. He made Mary 
a beautiful cedar chest bound with brass 
bands, and corner cupboards for the kitchen. 

Calvin, the boy next door, soon took to 
coming in and helping him, showing a real 
interest in all that was going on. 

“What can I do, Mr. Chadwick?” he 
would ask wistfully, as he watched the clean 
shavings curl up and overflow the smoothing 
plane. He was just itching to get his hands 
on the smooth boards and help. 

“Well, you can take these legs and rub 
them with sandpaper. Then I'll chisel out 
the grooves to mortise it. It will take a lot 
of work to get this chair done, but I’m going 
to have it finished by Mary’s birthday next 
week.” 

The two of them grew to be great friends, 
and every spare moment Calvin was over 


across the yards and in the little shop with 
Em. 

“Come over tomorrow and we'll start to 
make a whatnot for your mom,” offered Em 
one Friday afternoon when he met the boy 
as he was going home from work. “I’ve got 
some pretty cherry wood.” The lad was 
watching the sun anxiously as he hurried 
along with his arms full of packages from 
the grocery store. 

He stopped for a minute, the rays of the 
waning sun full on his eager face. He laughed 
a little as he shook his thick black hair. 

“Why, Mr. Chadwick,” he laughed, “didn’t 
you know we are Seventh-day Adventists and 
keep the seventh-day Sabbath? We always 
go to church on Saturday and keep it as 
our rest day.” 

Em stopped and looked the lad full in 
the face, disbelief written all over his fea- 
tures. 

“You keep Saturday!” he exclaimed. “How 
come you do that? Are you Jews? I never 
heard of anyone except Jews going to church 
on Saturday!” 

“We do, Mr. Chadwick, and we are not 
Jews. But the Bible says that that is the day 
to keep. There’s not a text in all the Bible 
that gives anybody leave to keep another day. 
I must hurry home now. I've got a couple of 
things I must get done before sundown. 
You see, we keep the Sabbath from sundown 
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to sundown, and Mom always says we must 
guard the edges of the Sabbath.” 

He waved his hand at Em and swung off 
at an easy gait up the street. “All boy, every 
inch of him,” thought Em as he gazed at 
his retreating figure. “Kind of a shame, 
though, for his family to be fanatical over re- 
ligion that way.” He proceeded slowly home, 
turning the whole thing over in his mind. 

Soon new joy was added to Em’s life. A 
lovely baby girl, whom they named Alice, 

lled their lives with fresh happiness. Their 

evenings were different now. More than 
likely Mary had the sewing table out, and 
her scissors would be clipping gently 
through fine dimities and other pretty fab- 
rics for baby. 

There was something satisfying about 
reading the evening paper with the gentle 
mother stroking ruffles with a needle, and 
baby Alice between them saying, “A-goo, 
a-goo, a-goo!” conversationally, to which- 
ever one happened to notice her. 

Sometimes Em took her up, and she would 
laugh and coo and make herself so adorable 
that he wondered how he had ever been 
happy in life without her. 


When evening came she was all agog for 
Daddy to come home. She seemed to sense 
when it was time, and her little fat face 
would be peering eagerly through the bars 
of the crib at him when he came through 
the door. 

He was conscious one night, late in the 
winter, that Mary was up with the baby. 
She was careful not to disturb him when 
little Alice was cross. 

He heard her open up the drafts of the 
heater and fill the tea kettle. Then he must 
have dozed off again, for he was suddenly 
awakened by Mary shaking him. He almost 
perished with fright when he saw that she 
was crying. Her face was drawn and pale 
in the lamplight and her lips were blue. 

“Em, Em! Get up quickly and go for the 
doctor! It’s Alice, Em! I think she’s dying!” 

Em was out of bed in an instant and 
beside the crib. The baby’s eyes had rolled 
back, and the noise of her breathing, loud 
and laborious, filled the room. 

“What's the matter with her, Mary?” 
Emerson asked, lips stiff, his eyes dilated 
with fear. 

To page 19 


Em woke up to see Mary bending over him, weeping. “It’s the baby,” she said. “She's dying.” 
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DISAPPEARING NELLIE 


Jey MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHILL 


“But Mother, we've 
looked and looked. 
We just couldn't 
find her,” declared 
Margaret as she sank 
wearily into the 
depths of the big 
chair on the porch. 

“We followed her 
away out in the woods,” said Stanley, who 
had parked himself on the steps. “And then 
—she just disappeared!” 

Mother set two glasses of fruit juice on 
the stand as she said, “You did your best, 
I am sure. No doubt she has a nest hidden 
out there. I surely hope nothing happens to 
her. Perhaps I shouldn't feel the way I do 
about her. After all, Nellie is’ just another 
chicken. But she has an independent toss 
of her head and a peculiar wild look in her 
eyes that have always intrigued me.” 

“If you ask me,” said Margaret, “I doubt 
whether we ever find out where she hides. 
She is so wild and crazy. I think she has 
gone native!” 

For several days it was the same. During 
the day old Nellie remained out of sight. 
Then at feeding time she would come dash- 
ing out of the woods. She ruffled her feathers 
and made queer noises in her throat as she 
mingled with the other chickens in the feed- 
ing lot. Then when she had finished her sup- 
per, back again she would go to the woods. 

One evening Stan and Margaret watched 
her carefully. When she had finished eating, 
she dusted herself in the ashes, shook out 
her feathers, flew up into the air several 
times, then settled down on the edge of the 
watering. trough and took several swallows. 
Then away she went toward the woods. 
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“There she goes!” said Stan, jumping up 
and running after her. “She won't give us 
the slip this time. I’m going to stay right on 
her trail.” 

“I’m with you,” said Margaret, throwing 
down the feed pan and running after him. 

Nellie gave them a merry chase, but they 
kept close behind her. Around stumps, rocks, 
and bushes she went, pausing now and then 
to pick up a bug or cricket or a bit of grass. 
Around this tree and that tree she went, as 
if to lose her pursuers. Sometimes she flew 
over the gooseberry bushes—sometimes she 
ducked under them. 

“Now watch her carefully,” said Margaret. 
“It is somewhere near here that we always 
lose her.” 

“I have my eyes on her,” said Stan. “Be 
careful; there’s an old log behind this bush. 
Don’t trip over it.” 

“I'll be careful,” said Margaret, stepping 
over a dead tree trunk that was lying across 
the path. She nearly bumped into Stanley, 
who had stopped suddenly. 

“Now where—— She’s gone!” said Stan, 
looking all around. 

“I thought you were keeping your eyes on 
her,” chided Margaret. “She must be hiding 
near here. Let's look.” 

Behind trees, under bushes and clumps 
of weeds and sumac they searched, but they 
found no trace of Nellie. Baffled and dis- 
couraged, they wended their way back home 
to tell Mother that Nellie had disappeared 
again. 

“I guess there is no use to follow her,” said 
Mother. “It must be that she has really ‘gone 
native’ as you said. It’s the call of the wild.” 

For about three weeks Nellie came as 
usual at evening to claim her share of the 
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oats, wheat, and corn the children put down 
for the chickens. Then for two nights she 
did not appear. 

“I guess she is not coming any more,” 
said Margaret. 

“Maybe a coyote got her,” suggested Stan- 
ley as he scattered the grain in the feeding 
lot, calling, “Come, chick, chick, chick!” Then 
he stopped and pointed toward the woods. 

“Look, Margaret! It’s Nellie! And look 
what she has with her.” 

Very proudly Nellie was walking toward 
the feeding lot—her head held high, her 
wild eyes staring as she turned from side to 
side, clucking for her babies to follow. 

They came tripping along behind her, 
seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven little Nellies, 
each with that same proud lift of the head 
and the peculiar wild look in the eyes— 
exactly like their mother! 

“She built her nest out in the woods,” said 
Margaret, “just as Mother said. Now she is 
bringing her family home.” 

“Mother should see this,” said Stan, and 
away he ran to get her. 

For several minutes Mother and the chil- 
dren stood by the feeding lot watching Nel- 
lie instructing her babies in the art of scratch- 
ing and picking up bits of grain that she 
found for them. They had a lesson, too, in 
drinking from the low watering pan. 


Mother brought out 
some ground corn and 
oatmeal for the baby 
chicks, but Nellie paid no 
attention to it. She gave 
her head an independent 
toss as if to say, “I am 
well able to take care of my family without 
help from anyone, thank you!” and away 
she went, calling her chickens to eat only 
what she scratched up for them. Then sud- 
denly, out toward the woods she went, with 
her eleven little Nellies following behind. 

“I am just curious,” said Mother. “Let’s 
follow her and see where she takes them.” 
And away they went with Nellie in the lead. 

“We surely can’t lose her this time,” said 
Margaret. “There must be some kind of 
nest.” 

“With empty shells,” added Stan. 

But when they came to that certain place 
in the woods, presto! Nellie and the eleven 
little Nellies vanished. They were gone! 

“Listen,” said Mother. “Maybe we can 
hear them.” But even though they stood very 
still and strained their ears they could hear 
no sound of baby chicks. Only the familiar 
night sounds of birds and crickets could be 
heard. From afar in the distance a cow 
mooed; a cicada trilled out his rolling song, 
then all was still. 





Disappearing Nellie turned up one day, proudly bringing eleven little Nellies behind her. 
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“That's the strangest thing,” said Mother. 
“Nellie has certainly gone native, and her 
children are as wild as prairie chickens. We 
might as well go home. Evidently she does 
not intend for anyone to discover her hiding 
place.” 
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NO SUBSTITUTE 


V By NORMAN C. SCHLICHTER 


We have substitutes for rubber, 
We have substitutes for silk, 
And there are some people wearing 
Clothing made from coal and milk; 


But there's not a man or woman, 
Not in all the earth a youth, 
Who will ever, ever, ever 
Find a substitute for truth. 


We have substitutes for leather, 
And for brick and stone and wood. 

Some are worse and some are better, 
And some about as good; 


But from Iceland to Australia, 
And from Dublin to Duluth, 
There will never, never, never 
Be a substitute for truth. 


For several weeks it was the same. Each 
evening Nellie brought her little family to 
the feeding lot. They ate the grain, drank 
from the trough, then disappeared into the 
woods. 

“I saw some wild geese flying south this 
morning,” remarked Stan. “It will soon be 
too cold for them to sleep in the woods. 
The nights are getting chilly.” 

“Perhaps Nellie will also have a good 
solution for that problem,” said Margaret. 

And sure enough, she had! One evening 
about sundown, as Stan and Margaret were 
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feeding the chickens, Nellie came as usual 
with her eleven half-grown children to eat 
a hearty supper and drink from the water 
trough. Then, instead of going back to the 
woods, Nellie went into the chicken coop, 
called to her chickens, then went up, up on 
the roost, clear to the very top. One by one 
the chickens followed her, balancing with 
their little gray wings until they, too, reached 
the top roost. And there they settled down in 
a row beside Nellie, their eyes staring curi- 
ously down to the floor beneath them. This om 
was a new experience, but being obedient 

children, they followed the instruction of 

their mother without a question. 

“Mother will have to come out and see 
this,” said Stan as he went to the house 
to get her. 

“Now I've seen everything!” said Mother 
as she saw Nellie and the eleven little Nellies 
sitting in a row on the top roost. 

“But how did she know there is supposed 
to be a big frost tonight?” asked Margaret. 

“She didn’t hear the weather report!” 

Mother replied, “It only proves beyond 
a doubt that there is a loving heavenly Fa- 
ther who tenderly watches over all of His 
creatures. He tells the wild geese when it is 
time to start flying toward the warm sunny 
southland. He even told our old hen where 
to hide her nest to lay her eggs; how to slip 
out of sight with her precious babies to keep 
them from harm; and when it was time to 
seek a shelter from the cold. Surely God took 
good care of Nellie.” 

When morning came, sure enough, the 
ground was covered with a heavy blanket of 
white frost. Margaret and Stanley went to 
give the chickens their breakfast. Nellie and 
her family mingled with the other chickens 
as though they had always belonged. 

“I wonder if she will go back to the woods 
tonight?” asked Margaret. 

“Let's watch and see,” said Stan. 

But Nellie and the eleven little Nellies 
seemed to be quite satisfied. They remained 
with the flock. 

One day during cold weather Stan and 
Margaret were out in the woods gathering : 4 
dry wood for the fireplace. 

“Help me lift this log, will you, Margaret? 
It seems to be frozen down.” 

“Tll push these weeds away first,” said 
Margaret, tugging at the end of the log 
with mittened hands. At last it loosened 
with a jerk and rolled over, splitting apart, 

To page 19 
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By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


— 


The Frog With Holes in Its Back 


_ are most important to the ani- 
mals that have them, and almost all animals 
have a tongue. Boys and girls need tongues 
to talk with and to eat with. Pipa, the piggy- 
back frog, is one of those rare animals that 
don’t have any tongue at all. Most frogs and 
toads have very long tongues with sticky 
tips, which are hinged in the front of their 
mouths and can reach out a long way to snap 
up insects. But Pipa lives all his life in the 
water and feeds on insect larvae swimming 
there, so he doesn’t need a tongue. When 
an insect swims by, the frog just sucks the 
“bug” right into his mouth for a meal. 

Pipa is different from most frogs for 
another reason. The female carries all of the 
babies piggyback until they are old enough 
to take care of themselves. The babies don’t 
just hold on to the mother’s back; they are 
actually part of her back, living under the 
skin for quite a while. 

This is how it happens. When Mrs. Pipa 
is ready to lay her eggs in the water, Mr. 
Pipa is nearby to lend a hand. As soon as 
the eggs are laid he places the whole jelly- 
like mass on Mrs. Pipa’s back, where it sticks 
fast. The mother frog’s back is covered with 
little holes as big around as a pencil. The 
eggs sink down into these holes out of the 
jelly that has been holding them together. 
A single egg slides into each hole. A layer 
of skin then grows over the holes, plugging 
them up. 

The eggs remain buried in the mother 
frog’s back for several weeks. Finally they 
hatch out into tiny tadpoles. As each egg 
hatches, the hole fills up with a watery fluid. 
The tiny tadpole swims about in its prison 
cell on the mother frog’s back for another 
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month or so, when it begins to change into 
a tiny frog exactly like its parents. How or 
what the baby tadpole eats for food is a 
mystery. After the tadpole becomes a frog, 
its days of imprisonment soon end. 

As a tiny frog, young Pipa breaks through 
the skin covering its hole and emerges as 
a fully developed frog. From now on it 
swims away to face life on its own. 

Pipa is certainly a curious creature. It is 
found in ponds and streams of the tropical 
areas of South America. It scarcely looks like 
a frog. Its head is short and very broad. An 
earlike projection juts out from each side of 
the head. The hind legs are more like flippers 
than feet, with a webbing that extends to 
the ends of the toes. 

The piggyback frog is one of nature’s odd- 
ities. Although it apparently serves no use- 
ful purpose, its peculiarities alone make it 
well worth knowing about. 














BOY DISTURBS MEETING 
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AND PREACHER PRAISES HIM FOR IT 


V3. A. JARRY, Reporting 


 gesevens a disturbance in meeting is all 
right—sometimes. But be sure you have 
a good reason! 

Evan Pitts made quite a commotion one 
Saturday night, and the preacher was pleased 
he had done so. In fact, it was a minister 
who had asked him to do it! 

It was a large meeting, too. There were 





Evan Pitts, the boy who disturbed the meet- 
ing, shows his new bike to J. A. Jarry. You 
can get a bike like this, too. Read the story. 
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thousands of people present. Elder Warren 
Wittenberg was speaking, and everyone was 
listening closely. 

Suddenly there was a noise in the back of 
the room. People began talking—out loud, 
mind you. Folks sitting in chairs got up and 
hurried to the back, to find out what was 
going on. So many of them got up that they 
filled the aisle, and couldn't get anywhere, 
so that they might just as well have sat 
where they were. 

Elder Wittenberg had to stop talking. No 
one was listening, anyway. Those who 
weren't standing up had their heads turned 
around, and were trying their best to see. 

Elder Wittenberg cleared his throat. 
“What's the trouble?” he asked sternly. 

No one heard him, so he talked louder. 
“What's going on back there? Will the 
ushers please restore order immediately.” 

Fortunately one of the ushers heard him 
this time and called back, “It’s a boy with a 
bicycle.” 

“A bicycle!” exclaimed Elder Wittenberg. 
“What does he mean, bringing a bicycle 
into a meeting? Take him out.” 

“He says a preacher asked him to come,” 
the usher called back. 

“Impossible,” Elder Wittenberg expostu- 
lated. “Tell him he must ” But a man 
had stood up and was walking toward the 
pulpit. Elder Wittenberg recognized him as 
Elder J. A. Jarry. 

“Er, excuse me,” Elder Jarry began apol- 
ogetically. “You see, a minister did ask him 
to bring that bicycle to meeting. Er, I was 
the minister.” 























H. B. RAMSAY, 


Pathfinders of Weiser, Idaho, make a lean-to shelter for real outdoor sleeping on a camping 
trip. This club is very active. Last year eleven earned senior Minute Man Ingathering ribbons. 


“You!” Elder Wittenberg exclaimed, then 
paused. “Well, all right then. Tell us what 
you want him to do with it.” 

Elder Jarry stepped to the microphone. 
“If all you people who are standing will 
kindly sit down, and if the ushers will help 
the boy to bring the bicycle to the platform, 
we'll be able to explain what all the fuss is 
about.” 

Elder Wittenberg wiped his forehead and 
breathed deeply. He was standing close to 
the pulpit, a skeptical expression on his face. 

In the third row from the back Don Man- 
fred poked Claude Rockforth in the ribs. 
“Take a look at that bike,” he whispered. 
“What a beaut!” 

“Some guys sure have the luck,” Claude 
moaned. “It’s a three-speed English bike. His 
dad must have paid a mint of money for it.” 

“Let’s ask him afterward,” Don suggested. 

By this time the boy and the bike had 
reached the front, and some of the men 
were lifting it onto the platform. 

“You must be proud of that bicycle,” 
Elder Jarry said. 

“Sure am,” the boy grinned. 

“But tell these people what your name is.” 

“Evan Pitts,” the boy replied, saying it 
slowly into the microphone. 


“How much did you have to pay for a 
beautiful thing like that?” Elder Jarry went 
on. 

“Nothing!” 

Elder Wittenberg raised his eyebrows, but 
Elder Jarry prevented anything he might be 
planning to say by suggesting to Evan, “Per- 
haps you'd better tell the people how you 
were able to pay for it.” 

Don, on the third row from the back, 
muttered, “This I want to hear.” 

“I got it by selling copies of the magazine 
Life and Health,” Evan began. 

“But you must have had to sell thousands 
to get something as nice as this,” said Elder 
Wittenberg. 

“Oh, no, not nearly so many,” said Evan. 
“Just 398.” 

“Really?” questioned Elder Wittenberg, 
hardly convinced. “But even that must have 
taken a long time.” 

“Oh, not at all,” said Evan. “I started only 
five months ago. First, I got fifteen copies 
of Life and Health and went out and sold 
them.” 

Claude Rockforth whispered something to 
Don, but Don muttered, “Hush. I’m listen- 
ing. Maybe I can get a bike, too.” 

To page 20 
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LEMONADE FOR THE PRIS 
THE EDITOR’S STORY ® & 








HE prisoners who were given the lemon- 

ade were Seventh-day Adventist young 
people. They were arrested by secret police 
in Cairo, Egypt, and were sure they were 
going to be sent to jail for a long, long time. 
But, instead—well, God turned things around 
in a most thrilling manner. 

For many weeks the Seventh-day Advent- 
ists in Cairo had been excited, for an evan- 
gelist was coming to town, and would hold 
a series of meetings. Unfortunately, I do not 
know his name, so if he doesn’t mind, we'll 
call him Adly Ismail. 

When everything was ready, the evange- 
list asked for volunteers to give out hand- 
bills inviting people to the meetings. “This 
is the Lord’s work,” he told the members 
of the Missionary Volunteer Society. “But 
you may be arrested and put in jail. We are 
supposed to get permission from the police 
before distributing literature, and we haven't 
got it.” 

One of the young women put her hand 
up. “Why don’t we get permission?” she 
asked. 

“Because,” said the evangelist, “they 
wouldn’t give it to us anyway. Yet we must 
tell the people that Jesus is coming soon, 
so we've got to take the risk. Who will volun- 
teer to go with me?” 

Many hands went up. The literature was 
divided among the volunteers; then they 
prayed before leaving the church. 

At first all went well. The young people 
went right down into the busiest part of 
the city. They had given out a number of 
papers, when suddenly one of them felt a 
tap on his shoulder. 

It was a stranger. 

He flashed a badge. “I’m with the secret 
police,” he said. “Do you have permission 
to give out this literature?” 
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Blood drained from the young man’s face. 
“No, sir,” he said. 

“Then come with me,” the policeman or- 
dered, and without another word the young 
man was whisked off to the police station. 

“God, please help me to be true to Thee, 
and work this out to Thy honor and glory,” 
he prayed on the way. 

When he arrived he discovered that some 
of the other young people had also been 
brought there. Several policemen were stand- 
ing around, and some of them were exam- 
ining the literature care- 


fully. 
Before long another 
Missionary Volunteer 


came in, accompanied 
by a secret policeman, 
and soon others were 
brought in, until all of 
them were there. 

Somehow one of the 
Adventists in the city 
heard what was going 
on, and telephoned the 
union conference presi- 
dent, Neal Wilson. He 
was the leader of all the 
Adventists in Egypt, 
and you can be sure he 
began to pray earnestly 
for God's help. 

Back at the police 
station, the lieutenant 
who was in charge that 
day told the other po- 
licemen to gather the 


The Missionary Volunteer 
felt a tap on his shoulder. 
“I’m from the secret police,” 
said a man, flashing a badge. 
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Adventist prisoners in front of him. 

Then, looking at them out of cold, angry 
eyes, he lectured them gruffly. “I don’t know 
who you people think you are, disobeying 
the laws like this. You have committed a 
most serious crime. It is obvious that you 
are trying to get the people to come to 
some meetings, and it looks to me as though 
you are planning to get them to overthrow 
the government.” 

The lieutenant looked down at the hand- 
bill he was holding. “We shall examine this 


SOW 


matter very, very carefully. In fact, I shall 
not decide myself what should be done to 
you. I shall turn you over to the captain.” 

He ordered the Missionary Volunteers to 
be put into another room, and there they 
waited, wondering what would happen to 
them. 

“It will just about kill my poor mother 
when she hears I've been put in jail,” said one 
of them. 

“And I told my folks I would be home 
early for supper,” said another. “They'll be 
worried sick when I don’t turn up. And when 
they find out I’ve been arrested and taken 
to prison, I don’t know what they'll do.” 

They sat silent for a long time after that, 
thinking gloomily. Then the young evange- 
list encouraged them. “We have been doing 
the Lord's work,” he said. “If we have to go 
to jail, ic will be no worse than what hap- 
pened to Paul and Silas, Peter and James. 
And I’m quite sure they won't throw us into 
a den of lions, as was done to Daniel. Be- 
sides, God may yet work things out for us. 
He wants this evangelistic effort even more 
than we do.” 

Everyone felt better then, and they prayed 











PDS DDD BBWS BSS BBWS WS BBWS WS BVSBVSBBVVWSBTVSVSB BSB BWSB FB VB VSVSB3B3BSBF3HH 22222 OFB 











(Color the flower yellow, the leaves and stem green) 


SIGN OF SPRING 
/sy O. J. ROBERTSON 


The spring is here, for on the hill 

I see a yellow daffodil; 

The petals turn to greet the sun, 
And dewdrops glisten on each one. 
I'll leave the flower in the grass 

So all the other folks who pass 
May see the daffodil, and then 


They'll know that spring has come 
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again that God would keep them faithful. 

Outside, in the lieutenant’s office, impor- 
tant things were happening. 

The captain came in, and the lieutenant 
told him about the young people who had 
been arrested. He showed him the handbills 
and asked what should be done. 

The captain examined them carefully and 
shook his head. “This is most serious,” he 
said slowly. “It is too difficult a problem for 
me, and I couldn’t handle it. It will have 
to be passed on to the major.” 

After a while the major came in. He saw 
the handbills, and read a note attached to 
them which said that the lieutenant and the 
captain had passed them on for him to de- 
cide about. 

“This is too serious a matter for me,” the 
major said. “They will have to be taken be- 
fore the colonel.” But the colonel was out, 
and the young people went on waiting— 
and wondering. 

Eventually, however, the colonel came in, 
and the major told him about this bunch 
of criminals whom the secret police had 
arrested that afternoon. 

“Bring them into my office,” the colonel 
ordered. “I'll give them the kind of punish- 
ment they deserve.” 
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The Adventist young people were brought 
in, and because they might be revolutionaries 
plotting to overthrow the government, an 
extra large number of policemen were called 
in, too, to protect the colonel in case they 
should try to stage a demonstration right 
there in his office. 

The policemen surrounded the young peo- 
ple, guns ready. The colonel looked at them 
fiercely. 

“Who's the ring leader of this gang?” 
he demanded. 

The young evangelist stepped forward. He 
looked as if he wanted to say something, 
but the colonel cut him off. 

“Is it true that you and your gangsters have 
been giving out these papers?” he snapped. 

“Yes, sir,” said the evangelist. 

“Did you know you should have got per- 
mission from the government first?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Then I shall recommend to the judge that 
he give you stiff fines and long jail sentences, 
and z 

The colonel stopped talking. A deathly 
quiet came over the room. One of the police- 
men, coming down with a cold, was suddenly 
afraid to cough, and suppressed an annoying 

To page 17 
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(© LOCATE TWOHOLES IN BRACE 
FROM FIG.1. DRILL PILOT HOLES 
WITH N2 40 DRILL. FOLLOW WITH 
N219 DRILL, THEN. COUNTERSINK. 
APPLY* WELDWOOD GLUE ON AREA 
COLORED BLACK IN ABOVE FIG.3, 
ALSO CORRESPONDING AREA 
ON ASSEMBLED BRACE AND 
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@) MAKE THE CENTER 
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GLUE ON EACH PIECE. THEN 
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TOOLS YOU WILL NEED 


JIG SAW OR COPING SAW, 
SANDPAPER (MED, FINE.) 
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tickle in his throat by swallowing hastily. 

The colonel was staring at the evangelist. 
He blinked once or twice, then, in a tone 
that sounded almost friendly, asked, “Isn't 
your name Adly Ismail?” 

The evangelist hardly knew what to say. 
How had the colonel recognized him? “Yes, 
sir,” he said, haltingly. “It is.” 

Then the colonel was going on. “Do you 
happen to remember when you were a boy 
living in a little village up the river Nile 
that there was a young policeman in that 
town who used to come and eat supper in 
your home?” » 

“Why, yes, I surely do,” said the evange- 
list. “And I believe that you are that young 
policeman grown older.” 

“You're right,” said the colonel. “I am. 
Tell me, how are your parents? And what 
have you been doing since those good old 
days? Oh, just a minute.” He turned to the 
policemen. “You men won't need to stay 
any longer. These are friends of mine. You 
can go.” 

Wondering what it was all about, the 
policemen filed out. 

“Now, sit down,” the colonel said to the 
Adventist young people. “Tell me all about 
your work. Mr. Ismail, you come and sit in 
this chair beside my desk. It’s more com- 
fortable.” 

So the evangelist explained to the colonel 
all about the meetings, and reminded him 
that true Christians are law-abiding citizens. 

After a while the colonel shook his head. 
“This is terrible,” he said. “Terrible. To 
think that these policemen arrested you when 
you were trying to do such a good work. 
You are doing the very thing our country 
needs. And look at you, you are tired and 
thirsty.” 

He rang a bell. A man appeared in the 
doorway. “Bring us refreshments,” the colonel 
ordered. “And bring plenty, so these people 
will have enough.” 

Soon the man returned, supporting a tray 
loaded with lemonade and cakes, and before 
long the Adventist young people were hav- 
ing a royal good time. 

Presently the colonel said, “There is one 
thing more I must do before you go home. 
We mustn't let those policemen interfere 
with your work again.” 

He called the officers and the secret police 
to come into his office, and said to them, 
“These young people are doing a good work. 
If you see them in town again, you are to 





Guess What? 


By MARY J. VINE- 


It was small and it was round, 

And it fell upon the ground, 

And it tasted like a sweetmeat made with honey. 

You could eat it cold or hot, 

You could boil it in a pot, 

But to buy it—you could not for any money. 
What was it? 


Which Is Right? 
By LOIS SNELLING ” 


After each statement are two answers. Which of 

the two is correct? 

1. He was Israel’s first king. Saul—Samuel. (1 Sam. 
10:21-24.) 

2. He wrote the book of Proverbs. David—Solomon. 
(Prov. 1:1.) 

3. Jesus was baptized in this river. Euphrates— 
Jordan. (Matt. 3:13.) 

4. He owned the tomb where Jesus was buried. 
Nicodemus—Joseph of Arimathaea. (Matt. 27: 
59, 60.) 

5. Moses grew up in this country. Egypt—Canaan. 
(Ex. 2:11.) 

6. His name was changed to Israel. Jacob—Esau. 
(Gen. 32:28.) 

7. She was the mother of John the Baptist. Han- 
nah—Elisabeth. (Luke 1:13.) 

8. Matthew worked at this job. Fisherman—Tax 
collector. (Matt. 9:9.) 

9. He was Jacob’s youngest son. Joseph—Benjamin. 
(Gen. 42:4, 13.) 

10. Jesus performed His first miracle here. Cana— 
Bethsaida. (John 2:11.) 


ANSWERS 
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help them. If we had more young people 
like these, our country would be a much 
better place to live in.” 

So, with the flavor of lemonade and cakes 
still pleasant in their mouths, the “prisoners” 
left the police station, free to distribute their 
handbills and hold their meetings, and re- 
joicing that God still watches over those 
who work for Him, and turns even the most 
discouraging experiences so that they glorify 
His name. 
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Disappearing Nellie 
From page 8 


leaving a chunk of bark frozen to the ground. 
Margaret stooped down to examine a queer 
mass of twigs, gray feathers, and bits of 
broken eggshells. 

“Stan!” she called, “Nellie’s nest! It was 
inside this log that we almost stumbled over 
a dozen times.” 

“So that was where she laid her eggs and 


er her babies! It must have been God 


ho told her where to hide her nest, for 
nobody—not even we nor the coyotes— 
could find it. God surely took good care 
of old Nellie.” 





Wings of Faith 


From page 5 


“I don’t know, but I’m afraid it’s croup. 
Run over to the fire station and phone Dr. 
Lunston, and hurry! Hurry, Em! See how 
hard it is for her to breathe.” 

Em was flinging on his clothes. His fingers 
were all thumbs. Mary was bathing Alice’s 
hot head and neck with a washcloth wrung 
out of warm water. 

Em raced for the telephone. On the way 
back, on an impulse, he ran up and knocked 
on Mrs. McRae’s door. She was a good neigh- 
bor and mother. Maybe she could help Mary 
till the doctor came. He tried to still his 
thumping heart while he knocked. To be 
without Alice—oh! What would life be 
without her! What could he do without her? 

Then the door opened, and motherly Mrs. 
McRae stood before him. In a few broken 
words he told her what had happened. 

“Of course,” she said simply, “I'll be there 
right away!” 

It seemed that he had hardly got back 
to the bedroom until Mrs. McRae had come 
in quietly and had taken charge of things. 

“It is croup,” she said. “I know it is. My 
Calvin had it often when he was young.” 


s With skilled fingers she was making a 


tent of some large woolen cloths. Then Cal- 
vin entered, bearing a kerosene heater. Mrs. 
McRae lighted it deftly and set the boiling 
teakettle on it in such a way that the steam 
entered the little tent where baby Alice was 
struggling for her life. 

Mary stood back in amazement, dumbly 
obeying orders for towels, washcloths, and 


cool water. By the time the doctor came the 
baby was breathing easier. He gazed at the 
tent in approval. And when he had looked 
at the baby and found out how long they 
had been working over her, he shook his 
head. 

“Tl tell you frankly, Mr. Chadwick, Mrs. 
McRae has saved your baby. I came as fast 
as I could, but I was out working over 
Mr. Bender. He had another heart attack. 
If you had done nothing till I came, it would 
have been—well, too late. You can just thank 
your lucky stars for a neighbor like her!” 

Mrs. McRae flushed warmly over the 
praise, but she worked on, till little Alice 
was breathing naturally. The sky was 
streaked with day when she started for home. 
Her face was sagging with weariness, but 
she smiled at Em’s and Mary’s eager thanks 
and refused their proffered pay. 

“Now you tell us, Mrs. McRae,” urged 
the young man, “whenever we can do any- 
thing for you! Why, words are futile. There's 
no way we can ever tell you how we appre- 
ciate it. Call on us when you need us, won’t 
you?” 

“Oh, I will,” she replied, smiling wearily. 

But she little realized how soon and how 
terrible that summons would be. 


(To be concluded) 


Dumped in the Snow 
From page 3 


prick up his ears and begin to go faster. 
Then she heard the galloping of another 
horse behind. And as the other horse gained 
on them, Tom put on a yet greater burst of 
speed. 

At once Jo Ann and her father knew what 
would happen. For the horse behind them 
was Nell, who belonged to the next-door 
neighbor, who also made the same trip every 
day. Through the weeks a rivalry had de- 
veloped between the two horses, and the one 
that got the head start always made a des- 
perate effort to keep it, and arrive at his 
destination first. 

Today Tom was determined that he would 
not be outdone, so he fairly flew down the 
road, with Nell close behind. 

Jo Ann, realizing that she couldn’t hold 
on to the reins much longer, quickly handed 
them to Father, then held on to the edge of 
the cutter for dear life. 

Just as they were passing the public school 
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Why Kate Got the Job 


/, 


VBy NINA WILLIS WALTER 


CHARACTERS: Mrs. Martin, Jane, Edna, Kate. 


SCENE: Mrs. Martin is sitting in a chair sewing. Edna and Jane enter. 


MRS. MARTIN: Are you girls here to ask 
for the job of taking care of my children 
on Sunday afternoons? 

GIRLS: Yes, Mrs. Martin. 

JANE: I know all about taking care of chil- 
dren. I have three little brothers and sisters. 

EDNA: And I help Aunt Helen sometimes 
with her twins. 

Mrs. MARTIN: Well, I must have a girl 
with clean hair, clean teeth, clean hands, 
clean face, and clean fingernails. And she 
must wear a clean dress. Suppose you look 
at one another and see what you think. 
{Kate enters and listens.] 

JANE: I guess I forgot to wash my teeth 
this morning. And my fingernails are dirty. 

EDNA: Well, I was clean when I started, 
but I fell down. 


JANE: And you didn’t wash your hands 
afterward, did you? Mine aren't clean, ei- 
ther. 

EDNA [to Mrs. Martin}: 1 guess we aren't 
clean enough today. If we come back later, 
may we have another chance? 

Mrs. MARTIN: I'm sorry. I must find 
someone today. [She sees Kate.} But here 
is a nice clean girl. I'll give her the job. 

KATE: Oh, thank you, Mrs. Martin. 

Mrs. MARTIN: Now come with me. I'll 
take you to the children. [Mrs. Martin and 
Kate go out.) - 

JANE: Well, I guess she deserved the job. 
Kate always keeps herself clean. 

EDNA: And so shall I after this. 

JANE: And I. 

{They walk slowly off stage.} 








on the main street of town, something most 
unexpected occurred. Jo Ann and her father 
suddenly found themselves sitting in the 
snow in the middle of the road, with straw, 
cushions, and lap robe strung behind them. 

Too amazed to speak, they sat there and 
looked at each other. Then they began to 
comprehend what had happened. The sleigh 
had broken in two, and they had been 
dumped out in the snow. 

Did Tom stop? Not he. He had just one 
thing in mind—to get to his destination first, 
regardless. So on he raced, dragging half the 
broken sleigh behind him. 

Soon the humor of the situation dawned 
on Mr. Kent and Jo Ann, and they burst 
into laughter. There was nothing to do but 
to gather themselves together and drag the 
wreckage to one side of the road, pick up 
the lap rope, and walk the rest of the way, 
almost a mile. When they arrived at the 
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factory, there stood Tom, quietly waiting, 
rather triumphantly, I imagine! 

His actions that day bring to my mind 
two verses in the Bible that would make a 
good motto for each one of us. They are 
found in Philippians 3. Can you find them? 
They are just past the middle of the chapter. 


Boy Disturbs Meeting 
From page 11 


“After I sold those first fifeen copies,” 
Evan was going on, “I took all the money 
to the Book and Bible House, and got some 
more. And as soon as those were sold, I 
turned in all the money, and got some more. 
In next to no time, it seemed, I had sold 
almost four hundred—and this week the 
bicycle came.” 








“And that’s the truth, Elder Wittenberg,” 
Elder Jarry said. “And any boy or girl here 
can earn a bicycle, or a typewriter, or a 
radio, or a Bible, or any one of many other 
valuable articles by selling Life and Health.” 

“Sounds good to me,” said Elder Witten- 
berg, smiling for the first time in fifteen 
minutes. “Evan, would you tell these people 
how they can get these wonderful things?” 

Don Manfred pulled a crumpled piece of 


aper from a pocket and began a frantic 
“a we: for a pencil. “I've got to write this 


e 


CD ate ee 





own,” he muttered. “Got a pencil, Claude?” 
Claude produced a worn-down stump. 


“Will this do?” he asked, offering it to Don. 

Evan was talking again. “All you have to 
do is write to Earn-It-Yourself, Life and 
Health, Washington 12, D.C. They will 
send you all the information you need to 
get a bike too.” 

Claude scribbled it down, and Elder Jarry 
said, “We're sure proud of you, Evan, and 
we're glad you disturbed the meeting this 
evening.” 

And Elder Wittenberg added, “I hope 
many more boys and girls will take advantage 
of this plan. Now, I guess, it’s time we went 
on with the meeting.” 











be 


Kg 3 ( LZ 
3 FRIENDS IN //f 
7% 














FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Margaret Jacobson, age 10. Solway, Minnesota, 
U.S.A., c/o Jacobson Motors. Hobbies: saving wild- 
life pictures, roller skating, riding horseback. 

Johnny Johnson, 7417 Carroll Avenue, Takoma Park, 
Washington 12, D.C., U.S.A. Hobbies: baseball, swim- 
ming, model airplanes, collecting stamps. 

Patricia Wilson, age 13. Sanitarium Health Food 
Co., Warburton, Victoria, Australia. Hobbies: swim- 
ming, tennis, running, bicycle riding. 

Hope Okuno, age 10. R.F.D. 3, East Stroudsburg, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano, rid- 
ing bicycle, drawing, baking. 

Betty Black, age 14. Route 2, Box 344, Tucker, 
Georgia, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting stamps, swim- 
ming, roller skating, reading. 

Danny Harris, age 12. F.2-1119 Bholasaheb Mukta, 
Begumpet P.O., Hyderabad 16, (Dn), India. Hobbies: 
collecting coins and stamps and first-day covers. 

Billy Hudson, age 11. Box 141, Pittsboro, North 
Carolina, U.S.A. Hobbies: riding bicycle, collecting 
stamps and coins. 

Cecelia Ann Phillips, age 12. 233 Tire Island 
Avenue, Babylon, Long Island, New York, U.S.A. 
Hobbies: swimming, boating, reading, collecting post 
cards, playing piano. 

Cordelia A. Legare, age 12. 9 Caledonia Street, 
St. Johnsbury, Vermont, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting 


‘om Juniors in South America, Africa, and India. 


@:. drawing, painting. Especially wants to hear 


John L. Hayes, age 13. Box 367, Loma Linda, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Hobbies: reading, stamp collecting, 
riding a bicycle. 

Penny Anne Estes, age 12. 6146 Overlook Drive, 
Dallas, Texas, U.S.A. Hobbies: reading and collect- 
ing pictures of pen pals. 

Judy L. Martin, age 12. 5003 North McClintock 
Avenue, Temple City, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
collecting shells and stamps, playing the piano. 

Georgia Brockman, age 17. Swan, Missouri, U.S.A. 
Hobbies: sewing, reading, writing letters, collecting 
stamps. 

Gloria E. Miller, age 13. R.F.D. 3, East Strouds- 
burg, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Hobbies: drawing, reading, 
bicycle riding, climbing trees, walking. 

Maurice Woods, Jr., age 11. 3216 Webster Avenue, 
San Diego, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: swimming, 
riding bicycle, playing the piano. Maurice likes to 
go to school and study his lessons. 

Linda Tice, age 12. 277 Lindsay Avenue, Lindsay, 
California, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting pictures and 
skating. Especially interested in writing to Juniors 
in the United States, Canada, and Switzerland. 

June Ownes, age 13. Route 1, Box 633, Lindsay, 
California, U.S.A. Hobbies: reading, cooking, swim- 
ming. Especially wants letters from Holland, Canada, 
and the United States. 

Bernice Gass, age 11, in sixth grade. Route 1, 
Long Island, Alabama, U.S.A. Hobbies: reading, writ- 
ing, playing the piano, collecting pictures, coloring. 

Elaine Oney, age 14, in eighth grade. 316 Oak- 
wood Avenue, Stroudsburg 8, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. 
Hobbies: ice skating, swimming, playing the piano, 
reading, collecting pennants, riding bicycle. 








COVER PICTURE by Merrim, from Monk- 
meyer. Story illustrations not otherwise cred- 
ited are by John Gourley. 
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XI—Healing the Man Who Was Born Blind 


(MARCH 
SABBATH AFTERNOON 
Lesson Text: John 9:1-38. 
M Verse: “As long as I am in the world, 


I am the light of the world” (John 9:5). 
Guiding Thought 

To be unable to see is one of the greatest handi- 
caps a person can have. God’s Word promises that 
the eyes of the blind will be opened when His new 
kingdom is established. But there is one thing 
more terrible than physical blindness, and that is 
the refusal to see the things of God. In this week’s 
lesson we shall read of these two types of blind- 
ness. We shall learn of a man who, born with 
physical blindness, gained his sight through the 
divine Physician. We shall see how he also gained 
the spiritual sight that enabled him to see and be- 
lieve, to love and to worship his Healer. We shall 
read with this story, the sadder one of the Pharisees 
who might have had their spiritual eyesight re- 
stored, but who refused to see the light that God 
sent to the world through His Son. 


SUNDAY 
Mistaken Ideas of Suffering 


1. Walking down the street one day Jesus 
and His disciples saw a blind man groping 
his way along. What question did the dis- 
ciples ask? (John 9:1, 2.) 


NoTE.—"It was generally believed by the Jews 
that sin is punished in this life. Every affliction 
was regarded as the penalty of some wrongdoing; 
either of the sufferer himself or of his parents. 
It is true that all suffering results from the trans- 
gression of God's law, but this truth had become 
perverted. Satan, the author of sin and all its 
results, had led men to look upon disease and 
death as proceeding from God,—as punishment 
arbitrarily inflicted on account of sin. Hence one 
upon whom some great affliction or calamity had 
fallen had the additional burden of being regarded 
as a great sinner.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 471. 


2. What was Christ’s reply to their ques- 
tion? (Verse 3.) 


NoTE.—“The belief of the Jews in regard to the 
relation of sin and suffering was held by Christ’s 
disciples. While Jesus corrected their error, He did 
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not explain the cause of the man’s affliction, but 
told them what would be the result. Because of 
it the works of God would be made manifest.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 471. 


3. What did Jesus declare Himself to be? 
(Verses 4, 5.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 471, 
pats. 2, 3. 
MONDAY 
Light for Darkened Eyes 


4. How did Jesus proceed to 
man’s sight? (John 9:6.) 


restore the 


5. What was the man told to do? (Verse 7.) 


NOTE.—‘Thus Jesus answered the question of 
the disciples in a practical way, as He usually an- 
swered questions put to Him from curiosity. The 
disciples were not called upon to discuss the ques- 
tion as to who had sinned or had not sinned, but 
to understand the power and mercy of God in 
giving sight to the blind. It was evident that there 
was no healing virtue in the clay, or in the pool 
wherein the blind man was sent to wash, but that 
ar was in Christ."—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 471. 


6. How did the onlookers express their amaze- 
ment and interest? (Verses 8-12.) 

NOTE.—These three questions are typical. of 
the experience of many who come to Christ. The 
first reaction of the onlooker is surprise (“Is not 
this he that sat and begged?”). The second re- 
action is curiosity (“How were thine eyes 
opened?”’). The third reaction is desire (“Where 
is he?” ). 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p 

TUESDAY 


471, pars. 5, 6. ¢ 
The Pharisees’ Questioning 


7. The restored man was taken to the Phar- 
isees. Instead of marveling at the power of 
God working through Christ, they began to 
question Christ’s authority. To what conclusion 
raed come in their spiritual blindness? (John 

:13-16.) 


eo 


NOTE.—"The Pharisees hoped to make Jesus 
out to be a sinner, and therefore not the Messiah. 
They knew not that it was He who had made the 
Sabbath and knew all its obligations, who had 
healed the blind man. They appeared wonderfully 
zealous for the observance of the Sabbath, yet 
were planning murder on that very day.”—The 
Desire of Ages, p. 472. 


8. When they asked the man his opinion of 
the One who had healed him, what did he 
reply? (Verse 17.) 


9. Still unbelieving, the Pharisees called the 
man’s parents to find out whether their son 
really had been blind. What conversation took 
place? (Verses 18-23.) 


NoTE.—‘“The dilemma in which the Pharisees 
were placed, their questioning and prejudice, their 
unbelief in the facts of the case, were opening the 
eyes of the multitude, especially of the common 
people. Jesus had frequently wrought His mira- 
cles in the open street, and His work was always 
of a character to relieve suffering. The question 
in many minds was, Would God do such mighty 
works through an impostor, as the Pharisees in- 
sisted that Jesus was? The controversy was becom- 
ing very earnest on both sides.”—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 473. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
472, pars. 1-4. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Healed Man Defends His Healer 


10. Calling the man to them again, the Phar- 
isees once more attempted to get him to deny 
that Jesus had healed him. What did he 
say? (John 9:24, 25.) 


11. The next thing they did was to mock or 
revile him. They boasted that they were 
Moses’ disciples; that he must be this man’s 
[meaning Jesus’) disciple. With what unan- 
swerable wisdom did the man conclude the 
argument? (Verses 28-33.) 


NOTE.—“The Lord Jesus knew the ordeal 
through which the man was passing, and He gave 
him grace and utterance, so that he became a wit- 
ness for Christ. He answered the Pharisees in 
words that were a cutting rebuke to his questioners. 
They claimed to be the expositors of Scripture, 
the religious guides of the nation; and yet here 
was One performing miracles, and they were con- 


fessedly ignorant as to the source of His power, 
and as to His character and claims.”—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 474. 
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12. Unable to reply, they did» what most 
people do who lose an argument—they lost 
their tem and fried to hurt him. In what 
way did they show their hatred? (Verse 34.) 


NoOTE.—"The Pharisees did not realize that 
they had to deal with any other than the unedu- 
cated man who had been born blind; they knew 
not Him with whom they were in controversy. 
Divine light shone into the chambers of the blind 
man’s soul. As these hypocrites tried to make 
him disbelieve, God helped him te show, by the 
vigor and pointedness of his replies, that he was 
not to be ensnared.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 474. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
474, pars. 2, 3. 


THURSDAY 


13. The man born blind may have been 
cast out of the synagogue, but he was not 
cast out of the circle of Christ’s love. Hearing 
what had happened, what did Christ do? What 
question did He ask? (John 9:35.) 


NoTE.—"For the first time the blind man 
looked upon the face of his Restorer. Before the 
council he had seen his parents troubled and per- 
plexed; he had looked upon the frowning faces 
of the rabbis; now his eyes rested upon the loving, 
peaceful countenance of Jesus. Already, at great 
cost to himself, he had acknowledged Him as a 
delegate of divine power; now a higher revelation 
was granted him.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 474. 


14. How did Jesus reveal to the man who 
He was? (Verses 36, 37.) 


15. How did the man acknowledge Jesus 
as his Lord? (Verse 38.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
475, pars. 1, 3. 


FRIDAY 


Dip YOU NOTICE how many questions were 

asked in the lesson text? 

How many did the disciples ask? 

How many did the neighbors ask? 

How many did the Pharisees ask? 

How many did the blind man ask? 

How many did Jesus ask? 

Whose questions revealed 
amazement and interest? 
unbelief? 

a heart overflowing with love? 
impatience with those who 
would not believe? 





In a minute a miracle will take place. This man was 
born blind. But as soon as he gets through washing 
the mud off his eyes, he will be able to see. If you 
want to find out how it happened, study the lesson. 
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ANGELS OF MERCY -1 


( — 
PARKE, DAVIS AND COMPANY 


THEY KISSED HER SHADOW 


The general was almost purple, he was so angry. “What right does that woman 
think she has to come into this army and order us to clean up the hospitals, and wash 
the sheets, and cook soft foods for the wounded?”’ 

“You told her she could,” the general's aide replied 

“Silence,” snapped the general. “I'll ask your opinion when | want it. | told her 
she could do it because she was determined to do it anyway.” He stroked his chin 
“You've got to admit, though, she’s saved a lot of lives. Before she came, if a thousand 
soldiers were wounded, 420 would die. Now only 22 would die.” 

The woman they were talking about was Florence Nightingale. As a girl in Eng- 
land she had loved to treat sick babies and wounded animals. Growing up, she had 
studied hard, often for hours before breakfast, learning all she could about the ter- 
rible conditions in the hospitals of that time. When war broke out between England 
and Russia in 1854, she went to the battlefield, where she found thousands upon thou- 
sands of wounded soldiers crowded into dirty buildings, without soap, towels, hospital 
clothes, chairs, tables, benches, or even beds. She told the generals things had to 
change. They didn’t like it—but they obeyed! 

After the war she lived more than fifty years, working to clean up the hospital 
and make sure the nurses were well trained. It is thanks to her that hospitals toc 
are so clean and pleasant. 

She became one of the greatest women of all times, because she studied much, 
worked hard, and had a kind heart. Late at night during the war she would tour the 
wards, making sure the men were comfortable. One man wrote home, ‘“What a com- 
fort it was to see her pass, even. She would speak to one and nod and smile to as 
many more; but she could not do it to all, you know. We lay there by hundreds, but 
we could kiss her shadow as it fell, and lay our heads on the pillow again content.” 
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